i6 "The Tragedy ^Othello 

Defd, Who he I? 1 thinke the Sua where he was borne, 
D re w all I'lich hurAors from him. Enter Othello- 

Evtt Lookc where he comes, 

Def. I will not Icauc him now, 

L'. c be cald to him : how is it with you my Lord ? 

Oih, Well my good Lady : O hardneffe to diflcmble : 
How doc y ou Dejdomona ? 

Def. Well, my good Lord. 

Oih, Giuc me your hand, this hand is moift my Lady. , 

Def, [tyethasfcltnoagc,norkno\vncnoforrow, 

' Oth. This argues fruitfulneffe and liberal! heart. 

No: hot and moidjthis hand ofyours requires ■ 

A fequeder from liberty : fafting and praying, 

Much caffigation, txcrcife deuout ; 

For hccrc’s a young and fwettiDgdinell here. 

That commonly rebels .* tis a good hand, 

Afrankcone. 

Def, You may indeed fay fo. 

For twas that hand that gaue away nay heart. 

Oth, A libcrall hand,thc hearts of old gaus hands. 

But our new herraldry is hands, not hearts. 

Def. I cannot fpeakc of this,come,comc,your promife. 

Oth. Whatprcmtfe chuckc? 

Def I haue fent to hid Cafiie come fpeakc with you. 

Oth. 1 haue a fait and fullcn rhumc offends me. 

Lend me thy handkcrcher, 

Def. Here my Lord. 

Oth. That which I gaiic you. 

Def. 1 haue it not about me. 

Oth. Not. 

Def. No faith my Lord. 

Oih. Thatsafauit: that handkcrcher 
Did an to my mother giuc. 

She was a cnariTier,af)d could almott rcade 
The thoughts ofpeoplc;(hc told her while (he keptir, 
T’would make her amiablc,and fubdue my father 
Jntirely CO her loue ; But if file loft ir, . , 


<The <^Mwre ef Venice. 

t fliely tohw loue s But if&c l#ft it, 

!! fuide a gift of it my fiitheri eye 

thouW hold her lothely,and hia fpirits (houU hyjit 

iftet new fancies: flic dying, gauc it me. 

And bid t»c when my fate would Haue me wiuc, 

Tafiueithet; Ididfo,and takeheedcon'r, 

u»ke it a datling,likc your pretiow eye, 

Toloofc,or giuc’t away,wer« ftich perdmoo, 
isBOthingelfc could match. 

Defi. I’ftpofftblc? . , . , . 

Oth. Ti$ trucjthere » ma^icke in the we* of it, 

A Sybcll that had numbred in the world. 

The sun to make two hundred compalTes, 

Inherprophetiquefuryffowcdthe worke ; . 

The wormes were hallowed that did breed the filke. 

And it wa» died in Mummy.w itb the ikilfuil 
Confetues of maidena hearts. 

Ifaithi’ft true? ^ , 

Oth. MoftTcriuble,thcreforclook<to’t well. 

Def. Then would to God,that I had oeucr fecne It. 

Oth. Ha, wherefore? 

Def. Why doe you fpeakc fo ftaitingly and raflhly. 

Oth. Tft loft ? i*ft gone ? fpcakc|is it out o'the way ? 

Def. HeaucnblclTe YS. 

Oth. Say you? 

Dtf. It is not loftjbut what and if it were ? 

Oth. Ha. 

Def. I fay it is not loft. 

Oth. Fctch’tjlct m: fee it, 

Def. Why fo I can ftr,but I will not now, 
is a tricke,to put me ffom my fnite, 

Ipoy let C«y}i#,bc rcceiu’d agaipc. . 

Oih. kTtchu3etUathandkercher,myi»ttidmjfgiue,i. 
i^tf. Come,coniie,youdI Bcucf meecc a enbre fumcient man. 
Oth, The handkefeher. 

IpraytalkemeofCi^/e, . 
pfh. The haadkerchcc. , 
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